
- ^ ' A *✓- - =V< * *\ : .. 


U.lal'Jl.<! 


CSS 



The Tragedy of Hamlet 

Or rather (ay the caufe of this defeftj 
For this effedt defedlive comes by caufe : 

Thus it remaines, and the remainder thus. 

Perpend. 

I have a daughter, have while fhe is mine, 

Who in her duty and obedience, marke. 

Hath given me this ; now gather and furmife. 

To the Celefiiall, my foules I doll, the mofi beautified Ophelia. 
That's an illphrafe,a vile phrafe, beautified is a vile phrafe: but 
you /ball he are, thus in her excellent |i vhite bofome,Thefef&c. 
Que en. Camethis from Hamlet toher ? 

Pol. Good Madam ftay a while, I will be faithfull. 

Doubt thou the flarres are fire. Letter . 

D oubt that the fume doth move, 

Doubt truth to be a Iyer , 

But never doubt I love . 

O deare Ophelia I am ill at thefe numbers , I have not art to 
reckon my groanes', but that I love thee be ft, O mofl befl beleeve 
it : Adieu. T hine evermore mofl deare Lady , tvhilefl this 

mach me is to him, Hamlet. 

Pol. This in obedience hath my daughter fhowne me* 

And more about have hislolicitings. 

As they fellout by time, by meanes,and place. 

All given to mine eare. 

King. But how hath (he receiv’d his love ? 

P ol. What doe you thinke of me ? 

King. As ofa man faithfull and honourable; 

1 would faine prove lo ; but what might you thinke 
When I had feene this hot love on the wing. 

As I perceiv’d it fl muft tell you that) 

Before my daughter told me ; what might yoa 
Or my deare Majeftie your Queen here thinke. 

If I had plaid the deske, or Table-booke, 

Or given m.y heart a winking, mute and dumbe. 

Or Iookt upon this love with idle fight. 

What might yon thinke? no, I went round to worke. 

And my young MiftrefTc thus I did befpeake : 

Lord Hamlet is a Prince out of thy (phere. 

This mull not be : and then I precepts gave her. 


Prince of Den marked 

That (lie {hould locke her felfe from his relbrt, 

Admit no meflengers, receive no tokens. _ , 

Which done, Che tooke the fruits of my advice j 
And he repell’d, a Ihort tale to make. 

Fell into a fadnefle, then into a Faft, 

Thence to a watch, thence into a weaknefie. 

Thence to a lightneffe,and by this declenfion 
Into the madneffe wherein now he raves» 

And all we mourne for. 

King . Doe you thinke ’tis this ? 

Que. It may be very likely. 

Tel. Hath there beenfuch a time, I would faine kno W that, 
Thatlhavepofitively laid, ’tis fo» 

When it prov*d otherwife ? 

King. Not that I know. 

Pol. Take this from this , if thisbe other wile , 

If circumftances lead me, I will finde 
Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeed 
Within the Centre. 

King. How may we try it further? 

Pol. You know fometimes he walkes fbure hourcs togethee 
Herein the Lobby. 

Queen. So he does indeed. 1 

Pol. At luch a time lie loofe my daughter to him. 

Be you and I behind the Arras then, 

Marke the encounter; if he love her not. 

And be not from his reafon faine thereon. 

Let me be no afliftant for a State, 

But keep a Farmeand Carters. 

King. We will try it. Enter Hamlet. 

Sfueen. But look where ladly the poore wretch comes reading. 

Pol. Away, I doebefecch you both away. Exit King and 

ile board him prefently.Oh give me leave. Queen. 

How does my good Lord Hamlet ? 

Ham. W ell, God a mercy. 

P ol- Doe you know me, my Lord ? 

Ham. Excellent well, you are a Fifhmonger. 

Pol. Not I my Lord. 
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